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Lyrics courtesy of TRex, song \"Get It On\". 


Somewhere on tour, 1187 
"IT'S OKAY DAVE! I'LL GET MY OWN FLOWERS. DONT YOU FEEL YOU HAVE TO GET ME ANY. IT'S ALL FINE" 


A furious brunette leaned over the balcony of a hotel, screaming, as somewhere below him, the object of his 


pitched fit climbed into a waiting car. 


Swinging around, a pouting David stormed back into the room and dropped onto the unmade bed. He'd given up 
on subtly a long time ago. Every year was the same. Every year was a battle to get Dave to remember their 


anniversary. And every year, the fiery redhead forgot, normally spending any money he had on drink and drugs 


before falling back through the door, giving David a quick kiss and a grope before falling into a deep and 


drooling sleep. 


But now they had money and they had time to go and buy gifts. David's was stashed somewhere in his 
suitcase, buried beneath clothes that needed laundering and tapes that he'd yet to listen to. Yet he'd taken his 
time, in between playing and passing out, to go and find something. He had his doubts that it would be 
appreciated. In fact, it would probably be looked at with a small grunt, before being returned to David's case 
with a lax flick of the wrist. 


Sighing, David turned and looked at his suitcase, the one he'd dragged from the floor and onto the bed with the 
intent of finding Dave's gift. But he didn't know if he had the energy or even the motivation After all, Dave 
had forgotten. Again. Rubbing his nose, he winced a little, before sticking his hand in. For a moment, he rooted 
around, fingers digging beneath and among whatever rubbish he'd cast in there. Finally, they closed around the 
small, metal box and he pulled it out, laying it in his lap. Casting his eyes downwards, David looked at it, his 
heart as as cool as the box. With a quiet creak, he opened it, looking at what lay beneath the lid on a small 
pillow of black velvet. A silver chain with two hand-crafted pendants hanging from it. One was a Gibson Flying V 
and, hanging beside it, was a slightly smaller bass guitar. On the reverse of them, he'd had a sweet declaration 


of love engraved. But that didn't matter. Because Dave had forgotten. 


With another sigh, a sigh laden with the pain and heartbreak of being swept aside like an unwanted toy, David 
carelessly tossed the box back into the case and stretched out to turn on the radio. It had been pre-tuned to 
the station that Dave had gone to. More and more often he, Dave's running partner, band mate, lover and 
constant shadow, was being left behind, the redhead going and giving all the interviews and doing all the 
promotion. Apparently, for today's interview, he wasn't needed and was under strict instructions to stay in the 


room. 


But why?! he thought to himself. Why the hell should | stay in while he gets to go and have his fun? Because he 
won't be straight back after he's done that bloody interview. He'll go and find a fuckin’ dealer and get loaded before 
Tonight: 


The radio crackled for a moment before settling down and David gave it a glare as the Du's voice floated from 


it. 

".. you're listening to KIMA 88.98 FM and we have a very special Rebel Rock show for you today. We have, 
right here in the studio, Mr Dave Mustaine from Megadeth. He's gonna tell us about how the tour's going, how 
the music's going and everything else you wanna know. Dave, hello, how are you?" 

There was a non-committal grunt and David sighed, eyes turning to the little talking box. 


"Yeah, yeah," he heard his lover say. "I'm fine. Tired” 


"Perfectly understandable," the nameless, faceless presenter added. "You've been really busy, its gonna take it 


outta you. How's the tour going?" 


Curling himself into a ball, David laid his head on the hard pillow beside the radio, eyes watching it as if it 
would suddenly come alive and the two men inside of it would be sitting there before him, watching as he 
carefully pleaded with Dave for some kind of normality. Some kind of normal relationship that would never exist 


inside the tight world of tour buses, stages and people who wouldn't understand their relationship. 


There was a sigh that told David that the other didn't want to be sitting in a studio somewhere across town, 
having idle chit chat with someone he didn't know. 


But youd rather be there than here, wouldnt you Dave? he bitterly thought. 


"It's kicking ass, Tom." Even though his voice drawled more than usual with the need for sleep, it didn't lose a 
touch of that patronizing tone. "But you know, it's just been a lot of hard work from all of us." 


Oh, how kind of you to remember your faithful serfs, Lord Mustaine. 


‘Its strange seeing you by yourself, Dave." David rolled his eyes at the statement and the obvious over- 


friendliness of the DJ. "Normally you come in a pair. How is Junior? Is he okay?" 

There was a heavy pause and David turned to the radio, scowling as he dared Dave to say something clever. 
"Yeah," was the droll reply. "He's fine. Just laid up with a bit of a ... cold" 

The scowl darkened as the too nice DJ continued, "Well, wish him the best from me." 


"m sure he's listening." David could hear the trademark sneer and he huffed, crossing his arms over his chest 


as he pulled himself upright. The clearing of the DJ's voice was more discomforting than silence. 
Cold, my ass! You ordered me to remain here, remember?! 


A thought crossed his mind and the scowl was replaced by a smug smile as he stretched his hand towards 
the phone. Picking up the receiver, he was about to dial the station's number when the DJ's next question 


caused him to freeze. 


"You seem to have been doing fewer and fewer interviews with Junior. ls everything all right in the Megadeth 
household?" 


Dave scoffed into the mic, "Don't worry. | run a tight ship." The two shared a laugh, one of them self- 
indulgent, and he added, "He doesn't need to tag along everywhere | go." 


With a howl that would have put any scorned woman to shame, David lunged for the radio, grabbing the dial 
and yanking it away from Dave's self-righteous voice. For a moment, he frustratedly twisted it left and right, 


the crackling and hissing grating on his already frayed nerves, before the calm and relaxing voice of a female 


disc jockey flowed from the tiny speakers. 


“Someone calling themselves ‘The Jeepster' left me a message. Apparently, its a special day for them and their 
beloved and they wanted a song, this song in particular, playing.’ 


David smiled, hearing the smile in the woman's voice and, a moment later, the opening notes of T. Rex's "Get It 


On" filled the room with the sweet scent of summer memories. 


Cranking the volume as high as it would go, David lay back in the bed, hands stretched above his head as he 


sang along with Marc Bolan's seductive voice. 


Youre an untamed youth, 


That's the truth 


The song held so many memories for the brunette sprawled on the bed. Memories of long, summer evening, of 
happily being drunk beneath the stars. OF being in love. All memories that were so far in the past and in the 
back of his mind that they may as well have resided in Narnia. 


Chuckling to himself, David scooted down the bed, bare toes tangling themselves in the scrunched up linen as 
he writhed in time to the music. This song had been playing had been playing on the radio the night he and 
Dave had gotten it on for the first time. 


"You're dirty sweet, and you my girl," he quietly sang with the radio. 


The night in question had been the end of a long and heavy day. Clouds, heavy with cooling rain, had been 
rolling in, promising to wash the heat away. In time to the sultry beat and with a confidence born only from 
alcohol, David had lost his clothes, his hips swinging as he'd sashayed to the window, teasingly leaning into it as 
he'd sung along with every memorised word. Unlike his other memories, this one lived on as vividly as the 


brightest day, each colour and sound picked out in with the greatest clarity. 


Still tangled in the hotel sheets, David smiled widely, the earlier pains of rejection forgotten. His fingers slowly 
slid down body as the song reached its climax, wrapping around the growing bulge in his already too tight jeans. 
A hiss left the bass player's lips as a loud knock at the door caused the porno in his mind to shatter and 
vanish. 


Smoothing down his rumpled clothes, David headed for the door, pulling it open with a tiny flicker of 
frustration The door was replaced with the biggest bouquet of flowers he'd ever seen. Blooms of every type 
and in every shade of the rainbow burst from a gently curving vase. 


"Mr Ellefson?" a voice beyond the blooms asked. 


Quietly, he acknowledged the bellboy, tipping him as he took the vase. Kicking the door shut behind him, he 
clutched the carefully arranged display to him as he walked to a table near the window. Putting them down, 


David studied them for a moment. Surely Dave hadn't remembered after all? Not after three consecutive 
years of forgetting? With shaking fingers, David plucked an envelope from amid the blossoms. Tearing it open, 


his heart raced as he pulled out a card decorated with hearts and flowers. 


Yet everything stopped as he flicked it open, a gleeful laugh falling from his previously dry mouth as he read 
the all too familiar handwriting within. 


Happy Anniversary Dave Junior! 


Love, 


The Jeepster. 


~~~The End 


